THE TRIANONS

He was standing, gigantic and miserable, leaning against the wall,
shaking his big head with its short hair.

"What shall I do? What shall I do? But don't tell anyone about it,
my dear fellow, I beseech you," he said, taking Simon's hand.

He was silent for a time.

"No, basically it's not quite the same play. I think I shall have to
go on with it," he said, giving himself a sort of futile consolation.
"But how difficult it's going to be!"

"I was wrong just now when I thought he had been spared; he also
has his punishment," thought Lachaume.

And he gazed with compassion at the famous dramatist who had
pulverized with his pen the men and women of his time, and was now
reduced, an old grindstone condemned to turn indefinitely, to having
nothing left to pulverize but his own dust.

IN THIS ROOM, ON THE 7TH MAY,   19!9

MONSIEUR GEORGES CLEMENCEAU

PRESIDENT OF THE PEACE CONFERENCE

HANDED TO THE GERMAN DELEGATES

THE CONDITIONS
OF THE VERSAILLES PEACE TREATY

This inscription, graven on marble, ornamented the huge dining-
room of the hotel, where more than a thousand people were noisily hold-
ing forth at what seemed a cross between the opening of an agricultural
show and a social reception.

There were twenty years all but a month between yth May 1919 and
5th April 1939.

"The pot-luck of the rich," said Wilner as he entered the room.

Then, placing his hand on Simon's arm, he said: "Do you hear that
murmur, my dear fellow?"

"What murmur?" Simon asked, who could hear only an enormous
hubbub.

"The great murmur of the crowd, 'Wilner, Wilner, Wilner. . .' don't
you hear it? It's my name, my dear fellow; it's on all these people's lips."

He was not altogether wrong. But if he had been listening for an-
other name, he could equally well have heard: "Lartois, Lartois," or
indeed "Lachaume, Lachaume, there's Lachaume." For everyone was
mentioning everyone's name; everyone was pointing out the new
arrivals, exchanging glances, signs, jostling each other, turning round
on their chairs to make remarks to each other, all of which were lost in
the general tumult and met with wide, hopeless gestures in response,
indicating that the remark had not been heard.
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